
OUR ANTHEM: Remembrances by the Composer (with Concluding Notes by a Friend)

Chapter I: The Backstage

I remember you all in the slender alley of the backstage, moldy couches and fat chairs 

backed up against three walls and a bare staircase, all of us haggard in the weak electric 

light, leaning toward the coils of fire that beamed from the belly of a mounted metal box.  

There were six of you then: a long-limbed tangle of Woodstock girls, arms and legs 

locked like ivy, faces half taken-up with black artistic swirls, emanating from eyes of 

every color; six of you flung like rags across the ragged furniture.  I listened to the 

whispers that you made.  When I closed my eyes, they slithered like a funeral procession 

down the craggy hillside of my benighted contemplations - six bright flames, wind-ripped 

and sparking - and I was the casket you lifted between you.

Chapter II: The Wife

It was the end of an autumn distinguished by its silences.  My wife and I, two years 

wedded, had left the site of my first infidelities and found a house in a familiar part of 

town.  Since leaving the hospital, I had written almost nothing - too humiliated was I by 

the memory of paper pajamas, and neat, white-sheeted cots, and meals on trays amidst 

muttering inmates - too humiliated by my wife's aggrieved but tolerant air.  There was 

too much not to be spoken of.  A new song would have sundered that sacrosanct oblivion.  

I was spending my nights at my desk by the washing machine, exchanging embarrassed 



looks with my mechanical typewriter, drinking wine from goblets and brandy from 

snifters, some book of oriental aphorisms laying open in my hand.  There was a razor in 

the oblong top drawer, wrapped in tissue and still red about the edge, which I would take 

out sometimes and put back with sorrowful tenderness of a widower reviewing his relics.  

But this only when my wife was sleeping upstairs, for it was no longer practical for me to 

spend the evenings alone.  On the nights when she went to the theatre, I hung at her side 

like a dim-witted sibling, making myself invisible until her business was through.  When 

she needed an actor, I acted, and it was there, as an actor, that I met you.

Chapter III: The Incarnation

It was awful to meditate upon the differences between us, because of which we ought to 

have shunned each other, and in any case, none of us meditated upon them long.  From 

the hour we met, I felt as if I was one of you.  More than this, I felt as if I had come to 

occupy your center - as if I had become the nucleus about which your particles convened.  

Such was my arrogance, that I assumed you to be my apostles, though we all knew that I 

was no messiah and no Prince of Peace.  Nay, I came to divide mother from daughter and 

husband from wife, and to bring about the day when not one temple-stone would rest 

upon the other.  Do you remember the day, near the end of my time among you, when I 

asked of each of you: "Who do you say that I am?"  None answered; there was shrugging 

and the trading of glances, until, at last, one of you spoke and said, "You're a liar and you 

taught me to lie."  This one had a heart like basalt; I looked back at my disciples and 

rebuked her for speaking the truth.  



Chapter IV: The Anthem

The month, I recall, was January - when all of nature lies palsied and moribund, and we, 

the children of Corruption, celebrate our new beginning.  One of you showed me a 

photograph she had taken of herself, painted to look like a death's head, with her 

shoulders bare, and a great, pagan-looking ornament hung about her neck.  I told her that 

I had a use for the portrait, and she agreed without pause to send me its duplicate, and so 

sending, our letters began.  Some will say that our Anthem is no anthem at all, and 

without this piece of history, how are they to know?  As a musical composition, our 

Anthem is as silly and wearisome as we were, but as an artifact, it is as precious as a 

whole beam of the True Cross, and as cursed as the thirty silver pieces that purchased the 

Lord's execution.  Meaningless and moronic and dispensable as it seems to the 

unbaptised listener, to those who know its place in our story, it is as terrible and potent a 

monument as the Holy Sepulcher.  Into it went the savaged hopes of a captive generation, 

accompanied by wailing and the raging of blackened skies; out of it arose the firstborn 

brood of a torturous and interminable apocalypse.  From the point of its creation - from 

the writing of that first epistle, the sending of that ghastly, crimson-hued photograph  -

our world would never stop ending.

Chapter V: This World

Every great effort of man to restore himself to Divinity looks foolish when viewed 



through the eyes of unbelief.  Remember this, my precious ones, as you flee to your 

frantic denials, as you observe with complicity my gory chastisement, my innumerable 

humiliations.  Remember this as you reflect upon the horrors that surround you and 

wonder what became of your rapturous moment of faith.  What great motion toward the 

reclamation of the soul has not been met with the scowling of pontiffs and the heckling of 

skeptics?  What revolution of the sublime has not been beaten into secrecy by the bevels 

of the magistrates?  This world is a carcass and all who feed upon it are loathsome 

scavengers: to belong to it one must be a maggot, a fly, a jackal, a vulture, a worm.  What 

can worms know of heaven?  What can maggots know of angelic love?  They mock us 

for being "drunk on new wine," while they are gorged on the insipid secretions of putrid 

corpses.  Nothing of worth can be made of this world, O my beauties, my castaways.  

You must bury it and put it out of sight.  You must lay it on the fire and run from it until 

not even its smoke can be seen.  The presence of the dead is death for they that suffer it.

Chapter VI: Her Eulogy for Me

Witness, then, with what prudence and purity we formed our custom of meeting in 

cemeteries: desolate places, rarely resorted to by the living.  It was only there, it is true, 

that we could find the quietude and the seclusion needed for our communion and our 

conversation, fearing neither judgment nor obloquy from the headstones and statues that 

were our only audience.  We would go there in our long coats and sit close together in the 

snow, our lips and noses red with cold, speaking of obscurities - our words like soft-

moccasined scouts, warily circumambulating a wilderness of which nothing could be 



spoken.  Once, on a cool and gray day in the early summer, I met one of you high on a 

hilltop, which was speckled with graves a century old and as many years forgotten.  Trees 

robed in new leaves gasped in chorus around us, and beneath us the Esopus Creek, freed 

of its atolls of ice, battered itself with restored vigor against the boulders whose stony 

steeples stood above its surface, in stern reproof of time.  I was near to my twenty-fifth 

year, and unlike the immovable river-rocks, was half maddened with apprehension and 

despair at the coming date.  My companion, being younger, could only remotely pity me 

in my anguish, as I moaned of the simultaneous passing of life and the will that I 

harbored to pass from it faster.  I wept.  She, a small and melancholy maiden, cradled me.  

I cried, "Time! Time! thou takest without giving!  Claim me here, if thou willest, in these 

dutiful arms - shut the door upon my sorrows, let my failures pass to the vacant wastes of 

history!  If thou hast any mercy, thou white-countenanced Reaper, thou wilt grant me the 

civility of taking me young, while forgiveness is still within reach!" Opening my eyes, I 

turned my face toward that of my companion, and I saw that she, too, was weeping.  

"Beloved," I said, "I beg of you this favor: speak over me a eulogy; speak it over this 

gravestone we lean against, as if it is I who lie moldering underneath."  Passing her 

sleeve across her eyes, she said, "Oh no! I couldn't!  It's too sad, too macabre!"  "Please," 

I enjoined, "Sad as it seems, it would give me such joy."  The actress!  She stood up 

straightly and walked to the graveside, breathing in once, and then slumping - her hands 

held before her as if clutching a spectral bouquet.  “He was,” she began, “a good man.”  I 

lost her voice in the wind after this, trusting that she would say nothing honest.

Chapter VII: My Eulogy for Her



"Now say a eulogy for me," my companion asked, "and I will lie here as if dead."  So 

saying, she assembled herself upon the ground in an attitude of serene repose.  I took my 

place at the head of the grave and, after a few moments' meditation, spoke the following:

My friend (I said), you were most singular among the souls appointed to tread with weary 

steps over the surface of this hard earth.  You wore your body like one obliged to attend a 

costume ball - shyly, and with supreme reluctance.  You danced forlornly, and sang 

lamentingly, and when you laughed, your laughter dropped from your lips like stones, all 

borne down with dread.  You were, my beloved, a spectacular wretch, dragging yourself

through day after day in the dreary habit of mortality.  Radiant as you were, you could 

shine only outwardly, and you were to your own glory blind.  You were adored, but you 

deplored admiration; a halo of desolation enshrouded you as you trampled with dim

awareness the fingers of a hundred supplicants.  Yet your melancholy was not formed of 

any discontent with life as a whole, but merely with life as it was.  Born as you were 

amidst the concrete towers, beneath a murky and starless section of phosphorescent sky, 

amidst the battling horns of taxicabs and the ceaseless trailing of ambulance sirens, the 

somber stillness of these mountains lay oppressively upon your spirit, investing you with 

a brooding storminess that your humility forbade you to express, except by adopting a 

demure and reclusive air.  Like a child conceived of drug-fiends, your blood carried with 

it the tumult of the metropolis, which you could not recollect without craving.  Reviling 

the locals and their rustic amusements, you found nothing to please you but in books, and 

in such few friends as had also been borne rudely hence to these gloomy regions, by 



parents seeking that peaceful life which made you desperate with boredom.  Even in your 

fraternity of exiles, you could find no one with whom to have an exciting conversation -

no one who could be trusted to say anything surprising, anything to make your blood to 

rush at the tempo of the city street, or to light your imagination like the pinnacles of your 

native skyscrapers.  Your odious inner seclusion grew more and more intolerable, until I 

found you, and recognized in you a mind ready to be shaken from its languor.  You 

became my friend, though many warned against it. Provided thus with the nourishment of 

kindredness and true understanding, you quickly grew bolder, and your contempt - once 

masked in diffidence - turned to haughtiness and cold-hearted coquetry.  When you died, 

O my Resplendent Catastrophe, you were lonelier and more widely adored than ever.  

But nothing was wasted!  Your death is a blaze that shall outshine the Aurora: five-score 

men will proclaim you their only love, forever lost, and everlasting towers will be built 

from the dusky pebbles of your confabulated memory.  My smirking genius!  My eternal 

muse!  May the Archons receive you as the mirror of their own befouled Sophia.

My eulogy thus said, I returned to the side of my companion, who lay with her wide, 

innocent eyes blinking upward at the nodding boughs.  She said, “I don’t know whether I 

would rather die right now, before your words have vanished from my memory, or spend 

the rest of my life trying to prove that everything you think about me is presumptuous 

and false.”  To which I answered, “My dear, when the time comes for your friends to 

speak words in your memory, you must know already that I will not be among them.  

This eulogy I spoke so that you might remember yourself.”



Chapter VIII: The Riverside

The composer of the Anthem was never found, but while searching for his body near the 

place where he is said to have been last observed, a small diary was discovered, with a 

photograph of the man’s daughter pasted on the inside cover, accompanied by the words, 

“Merry Christmas, Daddy” in big, uneven letters. The book contained eight entries, with 

the first seven of which you have already been made familiar.  Marked with the date of 

the composer’s disappearance, the final entry reads as follows:

“September 28, 2007.  This is the finest and pleasantest time I have had in my life.  I am 

by the Esopus Creek, sitting upon some rocks, beneath the shadow of an old & rusted 

bridge.  The river chortles as it follows its timeless course, and past each bend, the soft tip 

of a gray mountain rises.  The leaves have donned their autumn finery, but most have not 

fallen; the forest is bedecked in green & gold.  I have with me a bottle of bourbon 

whiskey, a pack of cigarettes, two books, a small loaf of bread, strawberries, a camera, 

and this journal.  I am awaiting [a friend.]  When she comes, all of this will be ours to 

share.  As I lift the bottle to my lips, I count the worries that depart from me in grumbling 

procession.  All will not be well.  All – as it has been said – will be lost.  I am lost 

already.  But I will not worry.  If [my friend] never comes, I will return home at peace, 

and watch with interest the disintegration of my world, the fading of my heart, the 

flowing-downstream of all creation.  I am and have always been alone.”

So concludes the diary entry, and so concludes the diary.  A statement was later written 



by the friend for whom the composer had, on the day of his disappearance, been waiting.  

It reads to this effect:

“I was twenty minutes or a half-hour late in getting to the section of the riverbank where 

Damien and I had arranged to meet.  I came accompanied by a girlfriend of mine, with 

whom Damien was also acquainted.  I brought her not because I was fearful of being 

alone with Damien, but only because she had planned to stay at my house that evening, 

and it would have been an inconvenience to dispatch with her while keeping my 

appointment.  We left our bicycles hidden in the brush, walked down the secluded 

footpath to the water, and found Damien there, reclining on a rock with a bottle in his 

hand.  Rather than appearing annoyed with the presence of my companion, Damien 

greeted her with great affection, and invited her to partake freely of a rude sort of picnic 

that he had laid out.  Soon they had become very easy with each other, and I found 

myself feeling oddly forgotten, even though Damien and I had been speaking for many 

months, and were on the most familiar of terms.  I grew moody and laconic, accepting no 

refreshment but for a number of cigarettes, one of which I smoked, and the rest I put in 

my pocket for later.  

As was his custom, Damien quickly abandoned the small-talk with which he and 

my friend had begun their conversation, and turned his discourse to philosophical things.  

He said that he knew he was nearing the end of his time among us.  He said that soon 

everybody would turn in betrayal against everybody else, and that he would be made to 

answer for his heresies. He said that this was his Last Supper, then he gave my friend and 

me each a piece of bread and a capful of whiskey, each time saying, ‘Take this in 



remembrance of me.’  I indulged him spitefully, having been made to suffer through such 

absurd ceremonies with him before, but my friend seemed positively entranced, and she 

did what he asked with an amused sort of mock reverence.  ‘This is my Gethsemane,’ 

Damien said, ‘You must be careful not to fall asleep!’  Then, with a suddenness that I 

found quite incredible, he placed his finger under my companion’s chin and guided his 

lips to hers.  They kissed for several long moments, with my friend seeming to abandon 

herself entirely to the experience, looking woozy and gratified when the repugnant 

procedure had drawn to a close.  Damien then reached to bring me closer to him, but I 

refused to move, so appalled and perplexed was I by what I had seen.  My friend watched 

us with an air of expectation.  Damien looked me in the eye with a fierce sort of 

desperation and asked, ‘What is there to be afraid of?’  I answered, ‘I’m not afraid of 

anything. Your breath stinks of whiskey.’  Damien stared at me some while longer and 

finally said, ‘Yes you are; you’re afraid.’  Then, reclining again with his head resting on a 

stone, he said, ‘You should be afraid.  The end of the world is a terrifying thing to 

contemplate.’  Before my friend and I left him there, he gave me the whiskey and the rest 

of the pack of cigarettes, saying he didn’t need them anymore.  

“My friend and I stayed up late that night, smoking and drinking the forbidden 

remnants of our encounter with Damien.  Being Jewish, my friend had never seen the 

New Testament before.  Explaining that Damien was fond of quoting Jesus, I gave her a 

Bible that I had stolen from some church or another, and she went through it, reading all 

the parts that were printed in red.  When she had perused all four Gospels, growing 

drunker with each one, she tossed the book aside definitively and announced, ‘I can 

understand why they executed the man.  He was clearly insane.’  Then she asked me to 



put on Damien’s ‘Gothic Sex Anthem,’ copies of which he had handed out to all of us 

shortly after we had met as cast members in a play that his wife was directing.  I declined 

at first, but she pleaded with me. At last I acquiesced, and she began to dance with 

comical solemnity to the imbecilic racket.  Ten or fifteen minutes later, she had collapsed 

on my mattress and was sleeping the sleep of the dead.  I had become oddly absorbed in 

the Anthem, and I let it play to the end – only then realizing the correspondence between 

the events of earlier that day, and the closing lyric of the piece, which had been recorded 

some seven months before.  ‘Why don’t you kiss me?’ Damien was blubbering insipidly 

over the lonesome ringing of a badly-played piano.  ‘It wouldn’t be so bad if you just 

kissed me!’”

END.
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